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i>^~_ By John Martin 



JEFFRY ROBSART didn't like Mabsu. 
Lane Kennade, his companion, had known 
this since they had left Kesame in Tanganyika 
Territory, first crossing the Wabidi Waste, 
then entering the jungle on the trek toward 
. Kyasa, 

They had hired Mabsu in Kesame at the - 
market place. Kennade liked the boy's smile 
and his thorough knowledge of the area 
through which the two anthropologists ex- 
pected to pass. Despite Robsart's protestations 
they started with Mabsu leading the lone pack 
' mule. 

"Never did like his looks," Robsart grum- 
bled- "The hoy's naturally bad, Kennade. He'll 
<tea! the food out of our mouths before we're 
f finished." 

Kennade looked soberly at Robsart and shook 
i his head. 

"Mabsu has been thoroughly trustworthy so 
far. Why not all the way?" he 1 asked. "He's 
. just a happy kid, Robsart. Let him alone. We've 
| got a job to do." Quickly he changed the sub- 
Meet. "You think there's a chance of finding a 
I skull? Those bone deposits are pretty well 
! dredged !" 

Robsart laughed. 

"More than well dredged," he admitted. "Alt 
I but one pocket, on a plateau, just beyond the 
[ outer reaches of the diggings. No one's ever 
I been near there. That's why I insisted we 

spread the rumor in Kesame that we were out 
; for rare game. A big caravan, loaded down 
i with digging equipment would have started, a 
I rush of anthropologistt from all over Africa. 

Nol" He slapped his thigh. "We'll get there 
1 first, dig up what bones we can, and get back 
1 to the U.S.A. Money and glory enough for both, 
i eh, Kennade?" Robsart's face wii flushed with 
1 excitement. 

t That night, they camped without light of 
the plateau Robsart had spoken of. Kennade re- 
marked on the dryness of the weather. They 
checked the water. A full akin, full canteens; 
that was all. Obviously speed was necessary, 
thty decided: the dry season was full upon 
them. 

In the morning, Kennade's watch, which h# 
-habitually removed before sleeping, was gone. 




TRACK OF THE BEAST 



Robsart. at breakfast, silently pointed to Mar> 
su, who was repacking the remainder of their 
supplies on the mule, 

"Maybe I lost it." Lane said. 

"Maybe you didn't. Mabsu !" 

The guide came trotting up. 

"Have you seen Bwana Kennade's watch?" 

"No, Bwana." Mabsu looked pained. 

Robsart rose, grabbed Mabsu and spun him 
round. He plunged a hand into the guide's 
tunic pocket, fished out a wristwatch. Silently 
he handed it to Kennade. Mahsu looked fright- 
ened. 

"Bwana Kennade . . ." he began. 

"That'll do. Mabsu." Kennade said. "Go back 
to the mule." Mabsu hesitated, then glared at 
Robsart. A plan began to form in his mind! 

"Better get rid of him now, send him hack to 
Kesame," Robsart suggested. "If we hit any- 
thing valuable, what's to prevent his stealing 
it and selling it to a mi^eum agent on the 
coast?" 

"We can't do without Mabsu," Kennade said 
glumly. "Neither of us knows the rnuta back 
through the jungle. I couldn't follow the trail 
back more than a few miles !" 

"Well, I warned you about that in Ke&ame 
when we hired him!" Robsart said triumph- 
antly. "Maybe the next time, you'll listen K» 
me. Provided, of course," he paused and bent 
a significant eye on Mabsu near the mula, 
"there is a next time." 

Kennade nodded irritably. He went to pack. 

By noon they had gained the plateau. Ken- 
nade cast about for awhile until he located 
what seemed a likely place for an excavation. 
Then, all three set to work with shovels. The 
first few hours produced nothing. They 
sweated away under the cloudless, fiery sky. 
At about four o'clock In the afternoon, Ken- 
nade finally struck pay dirt in the form of bone 
splinters. It wasn't long before they had un- 
covered a skull. 

"Remarkable," breathed Robsart, as they 
stood on the edge of the excavation, examin- 
ing the skull. "Perfectly preaerved in thii dry. 
aandy soil. This find is almoat priccleaa. Kan- 
nade. We're made, my friand. so far a* r 
Hon and rawarda go!" 



Kennade nodded. He glanced up at the piti- 
less iky. 

"A good thing we made the find so soon," 
Robsart continued. "We'll have to start back. 
Kennade. Look at that sky. Not a drop of 
moisture in it. And our water supply is dimin- 
ishing steadily. Mabsu!" he called to the guide 
who came running. 

"Yes, Bwana." His eyes narrowed shrewdly. 

"Pack what's left of our provisions and 
water on the mule. We're starting as soon as 
possible I" 

Within a half hour they were descending 
the plateau. Before them stretched the endless 
jungle, at its western border, the terrible Wa- 
bidi Waste of sand and rocks which separated 
the jungle from Kesame. The box with the 
precious skull in it hung swinging from the 
mule's neck. 

The next day their water supply was dan- 
gerously low, with only a quarter of the water 
skin lift, Mabsu had indicated the presence of 
a spring near th*e edge of the jungle. 

"We will be there shortly, Bwana," he said 
in his native dialect to Robsart. "But I cannot 
promise that the water will be good. From time 
to time it turns bad from poisons in the earth." 
Suddenly he broke off and started running up 
* slight rise. "The spring is just over the rise, 
Bwana. I will taste it!" 

When they caught up with him he was 
standing by the spring that emerged in a small 
stream from a ledge in a clump of rocks. 
Mabsu's face was screwed up in disgust. Rob- 
sart bent down to drink. 

"Ugh. Heavily impregnated with alkali!" he 
growled. "We can't use it. without cooking 
our insides !" 

He stood up, stared sullenly at the remain- 
ing water in the skin. Mabsu stole quietly 
around behind him, his hands behind his back. 
Robsart licked his hps thirstily. Then his 
revolver appeared in his hands. This was ap- 
parently what Mabsu had been waiting for, 
and he suddenly raised a huge club and swung 
it viciously at Robsart's head, yelling to Ken- 
nade, "I expected this. Quick, grab his gun, 
Bwana." But Robsart was too fast for Mabsu. 
He sidestepped, threw the guide to the 
ground, and then trained his gun on Mabsu 
and the astonished Kennade before either could 
act further to stop him. 

"It's a hundred and fifty miles to Kesame 



across the Wabidl Waste," Robsart said grim- 
ly. "And water enough for only one. I'm not 
shooting you two because bullets in your skulls 
would be hard to explain if your bodies were 
ever found." He swung "round, flourished hit 
gun threateningly. "And don't follow me," he 
warned. "If you do, I'll let my gun get the 
better of my judgment." 

Throwing the shrunken water skin over hit 
back and grabbing the skull, Robsart marched 
off. Within a half hour he was out of sight. 

As Kennade sat down wearily, disgusted at 
the loss of the treasure. Mahsu stood watching 
the northern sky. 

"The evil one will not reacrj Kesame," he 
said suddenly, his face brightening. 

"Why not?" Kennade looked up disspirit- 
edly. 

Mabsu pointed. Off to the northwest had 
appeared the lashing, high-flung fingers of a 
sandstorm, coming off the Wabidi Waste. 

"He will perish, his throat choked by the 
sand devils!" Mabsu said grimly. 

"What good will that do us?" Kennade 
asked hopelessly. "We're lost ourselves with- 
out water!" 

"That man lied about Mabsu," Mabsu said 
abruptly. "He stole your watch, placed it irr 
my pocket, hoping you would dismiss me. He 
wanted to kill you the faster, escape with what- 
ever treasure you found. Last night I saw him 
take the last box of cartridges from the packs. 
That is why I ran ahead to this spring," Mabsu 
bent over, thrust his fingers in the ledge hole, 
dislodged a wedged bar of soap from the 
spring, Kennade stared. 

66V WANTE *) ^ what the evil one 
-H- would do to reveal himself,'' Mabsu 
said. "I then planned to stop him, but he was 
too fast for Mabsu." He stared out into the 
desert, then filled a canteen with the now-clear 
water, handed it to Kennade. Next the guide 
filled the rest of the canteens, buckled them 
round his waist. 

"We will wait for the sandstorm to die 
down, then leave for Kesame," Mabsu said. 
"We may regain the treasure when we find the 
evil one dead on the trail." The young guide 
looked down at Robsart's tracks, starting 
northward. "He was a bad man, a beast," he 
said sadly. "He will have the death of a beast!" 
THE END 
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